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How Christmas Came to the Ward.—Coleman 

Surely we must win her by persistent love and kindness. By degrees 
we purchased her confidence with a bit of bright ribbon for her hair or 
a pretty picture. 

“ Shall the ribbon be blue or pink?” we smilingly asked. 

“ Ain’t going to have none,” she replied with a wistful glance. 

“ Yes, indeed, you are, and I think pink the very color you like.” 

Then for the first time a suspicion that we really meant it dawned 
in the serious brown eyes. 

The ribbon was pink, and was quickly followed by a pretty blue one, 
until she slowly came to believe in our word of honor and us. 

As Christmas drew near we tempted her to be more patient when 
her painful dressing was done by telling her stories of Christmas and 
Santa Claus, and the reward that awaits all good boys and girls at that 
beautiful season, but on this point her credulity was not easily won. 

The interest in her conversion became general, and a kindly doctor 
even looked up the wide fireplace near her bed to see if dear old Santa 
Claus could get down with his pack of dolls and toys. 

When he declared that, though there was no snow for the sleigh and 
reindeers, the dear old chap would surely come, perhaps even in an auto¬ 
mobile, she became intensely interested and her faith grew rapidly. 

A few days later, however, we found she had grown quiet and sad. 
After some coaxing as to the reason, she said with a half sob, “ There 
ain’t no Santa Claus, ’cause the other boys and girls said there was and I 
hung up my stocking lots of times and never got nothing in it.” 

Then we found that she had never even possessed that joy of joys to 
a little girl, a doll. 

Every patient became interested. The aged helped to raise her expec¬ 
tations by tales of the Santa Claus whom they had known in the happier, 
long-ago days, while the younger convalescents begged to do something to 
help us make a little girl truly happy, and to establish her faith in the 
good old saint. 

We made a stocking of canton-flannel as wide as the material and 
proportionately long, the sewing being done by a young woman who had 
reached the luxury of three pillows. She embroidered it prettily in red 
with “ Merry Christmas” and the name, “ Veronica.” 

Each one vied with the other to make this a truly happy Christmas 
to our now expectant little girl. The nurses each contributed a doll and 
toys, and the house doctors came forward with their offerings of jumping- 
jacks, books, and dolls. 

Then came the dressing of those pretty dolls. Interest ran high. 
Screens were placed round the beds of the willing seamstresses, for our 
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little patient had now progressed to a wheel-chair, and the eager air of 
the ward filled her with great curiosity. 

From these loving hands soon evolved shimmering, fairy-like gowns 
in pink and blue with trains and frills enough to gladden the heart of any 
little girl. There were dolls of all sorts, brown-eyed, blue-eyed, black, 
and Japanese, while some even opened and closed their beautiful eyes. 

The stocking was a leviathan, and how we enjoyed filling it! A com¬ 
plete suit of clothing, generously furnished by the hospital, from little 
house-slippers to dainty wrapper, books, toys, ribbons, oranges, candy, and 
dolls! dolls I dolls! filled it to overflowing, so the most beautiful dolls 
were pinned on the outside of the wonderful stocking. 

After lights were out all the nurses joined in hanging the stocking 
beside the fireplace, amid the expectant hush of all the patients, whose 
hearts were filled with the true Christmas spirit, “ Good-will to men.” 

Who can describe the joy of our little hospital child when morning 
revealed this marvel of beauty in place of the tiny black stocking she had, 
half doubtingly, hung there the “ night before Christmas 1” but when she 
read in large letters her name, “Veronica,” all doubt as to its ownership 
was dispelled. 

Then came the beautiful Christmas-tree in the children’s ward, 
which she also attended; but by this time her joy was too deep for ex¬ 
pression, though her arms were filled with more books and another doll 
to love. 

After this came the dinner, with its snowy linen, pretty flowers and 
holly, heaps of oranges and grapes, jellies, and the never-to-be-forgotten 
turkey, which she was really too happy to enjoy. 

The climax was reached when the singers came, and with them a real 
Santa Claus dressed in red trimmed with white fur, and wearing a long 
white beard. He stopped and spoke to her, giving her pictures and holly, 
and passed out to the jingling of the sleigh-bells on his restless reindeers. 
Her faith was now fully established in Christmas and Santa Claus. All 
hearts were quietly happy, and we felt that Christmas had truly come to 
the ward through the joy of one little child. 



